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fleajant conceited Cm(3se. 

Sir I do inuite you too,yo u . fhall not fay me nay: pmnvoh 
Away, the gentles are attheir game, and we will to our r> 
creation, Excmt. 

Enter T>evo\vne with a paper in his hand, alone. 

BeroVe. The King he is hunting the Deare 
I am courfing my fclfe, 

, 7 h /^ hau e ' p '^ hC a T °>' ,e ’ 1 a ™ tC y Im S in a prtch, pyteh 
t.iat dchles; defile, a foule wordc- Well,, fee thee downs 
forrovv; for fo they fay the foole fayd^ndfo fay T,andlche 
foo.e: Well proued wit. By the Lord this Loue is as made! 
as Ataxflt kills Shcepe.it kills mcc. In Sheepe well prooued 
agaiHc a my fide, I will not loue^ ifldo hang mee: Tfayrh 
I will not, O but her eye-: by this light, butler her eye, I 
would notloueher;yesfor her twoeyes* Welljdo.nothinc- 
in the world but lie, and lie \n my throate. By heauen 1 doc 
;ouc, and ithath taught me to rime, and to be tnallicholic* 
and heerc is part of my Rime, and. heare my malj.icholie, 
Ve cilj fhs hath one «Vmy Sonnets already,the Clownebore , 
it, the Foole fent it, and the Lady hath it : J weetc Clowne, 
fvveeter Foole, Ivvectefi Lady. By the worlde, I woujde not 
care a pin,ifthe other three were in. Heere comes one with 
apape^Godgiue him grace to grone. 

He ftandcs afidco T he King entretht 

King* Ay nice! 

be, Shotby hcauen,proceedfvveet thou haft diumpt 

him with thy Birdbolt vnder the left papp : in fayth fecrcts* 
King, So fvvecte akiiTe the golden Sunnegiu es nor. 

To thole frefn morning dropps vpon the Role, 

Asthy eye beam es, when their frefh rayfehaue fmot. 

The night of dew that enmy cheekesd6wneflovvcs f 
Nor (Lines the filuerMoone one halfe fo bright. 

Through dhetranfparenc bofomeofthedeepe, 

As doth thy face through teares of mine giue light! 

Thou fiiinlt in euerie tearethatl do weepe, 

No drop bar as a Coach doth carrie thee: 

So ridel i thou triumphing in my wo# 

Dobutbeholde the teares thatfwcil in me, 

And they thy gjorie through my griefe jvyiil &ow! 

* V- :y 


culled Loues Labor s lojl. 

But do not louc.thy feife,then thou will kcepe 
My teares tor glafies, and flilfnitlke me weepe. 

O Qjpcnc ofquecnes,how farre dooiF thou excell, 

No thought can thinkc^rtor tongue of mortall tell. 

How fhail (he know my grifcfes? lie drop the paper. 
Sweeteleaues (hade tollie* Who is he comes heere? 

Enter Longamll. T he Kingftefs a fdc 
What LongaiiiHyZnd reading : lilten eare + 

Bcrow. Now in thy hkenefife, one more foole appearc* 
Long. Ay mce! I amforfworne* 

Berow+ Why he comes in like a periure, wearing papers. 
Long , In louc I hope,fwecte fellowfhip in (Lame, 

Ber f One drunkard loues an other of the name. 

Long. Am i the firft that haue been periurd fo? 

I could put thee in comfort, not by two that I know, 
T hou makeft the;triumpherie,thc corner cap of focietie. 
The fhape of Loues Tibijrne,rhat hanges vp Simplicitie. 

Long, I fcare tlicie fiubbornc lines lacke power to moue 3 
Q ivveete cJMaria, Empnffe of my Loue, 

Thefe numbers will I teare,and write in profc# 

Ber. O Rimes are gardes on wanton Cupids ho fc. 
Disfigure not his Shop. 

J T{ >« fame ftall go. * Hercades-thc Sennet. 
/-r. d a 0t , the heanen, y Rethorique of thine eve, 

Gaintt whom the worldcannot holde argument, 
Perfwade my hart to this fa I fe pcrluric? 

1 «T eS lor t T bec ' 0 ‘ okc c,ef ' crue no£ punifhment. 

A Woman I foWwore, but I will proue. 

Thou being a Goddelfe.I forfworc not thee* 
fly V ow w as earthly, thou a heauenly Loue, 

1 hy grace being gainde, cures all difgrace in mee. 
Vowesare but breath,and breath a varourc is. 

FvSalr ^ S ‘ inne> Which on m 'y <*«h Urine, 
.-.xhallt tins vapour-vow in thee it is: 

Jr broken then.it is no fault ofminc: 

If by mee broke, What foole is not fo wife, 

* o ioofe an odi, to winn a Parradife? 

er°. i his is the ly tier vcine, which make sfleflu a deitie. 

^3 A greenc 
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